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THE  SUMMONS 


Britons,  along  the  mighty  world’s  highway, 

Waken  and  throng,  from  mart  and  field  and  glen; — 

Now  looms  that  day  of  wrath,  the  world’s  dread  day, 
Prophesied  of  old  by  ancient  men;  — 

Arise!  Arise! 

From  every  corner  of  the  teeming  earth. 

Answer  and  gather; — to  her  banners  come; 

Throw  down  the  duty  or  the  dice  of  mirth, 
Responsive  to  the  ominous  'battle  drum:  — 

Prepare!  Prepare! 

This  is  no  hour  for  hesitating  doubt, 

Self-interest’s  greed,  or  base  ambition’s  dream:  — 

The  grim  red  wolves  of  earth’s  worst  war  are  out, 
The  iron  menace  and  the  balefire’s  gleam. 

Enlist!  Enlist! 


The  arrogant  Hun  against  our  ancient  coasts 
Would  hurl  his  serried  panoply  of  steel; 

Across  the  world  are  heard  the  despot’s  boasts. 

O’er  Europe’s  lands  his  awful  cohorts  reel. 

Arise!  Arise! 

Waken,  if  e’er  you  woke  to  any  cause: 

Now  strikes  your  hour,  to  conquer  or  go  down; 

To  win  for  freedom,  justice  and  God’s  laws, 

Or  sink  before  the  cruel  despot’s  crown. 

Arise!  Arise! 

Go  forth  and  battle  as  your  fathers  went. 

Who  never  let  a great  cause  thunder  down; 

Those  wardens,  wide,  one  each  far  continent, 

Of  Britain’s  ancient  honor  and  renown. 

Go  forth!  Go  forth! 

Go  forth  and  fight;  nor  will  you  strive  alone; 

Earth’s  valiant  ones  will  battle  by  your  side:  — 

And  strength  of  all  that  strength  your  cause  shall  own, 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  will  in  your  vanguard  ride; 

Toward  earth’s  high  doom. 


JAPAN 

Imperial  Island  of  the  east, 

Amid  earth's  mightiest  lands; 

The  Britain  of  the  orient, 

Impregnable,  she  stands. 

Brood  of  an  ancient  feudal  dream. 

With  banners  late  unfurled, 

She  met  the  mighty  Tartar  hordes. 

And  shook  the  western  world. 

Enfranchised  from  her  feudal  past. 

Of  her  great  sires,  aflame 

With  glorious  Mukden’s  martial  deeds 
And  far  Port  Arthur’s  fame;  — 

Earth’s  loftiest  progress  in  her  hands. 
From  light  to  light  increased; 

This  splendid,  wakened  spirit  of 
The  century-dreaming  East. 

Now  ringed  by  flaming  fleets,  where  far. 
Pacific’s  combers  ride; 

To  meet  the  world’s  dread  menace,  she 
Stands  firm  by  Britain’s  side. 

There  is  no  West,  there  is  no  east. 

No  alien  flags  unfurled; — 

For  Europe,  Asia,  all  are  one, 

When  God’s  hour  strikes  the  world 


ROBERTS 

Furl  his  banner,  stall  his  charger. 

He  hath  fought  the  fight. 

Past  the  thunder  of  world  armies 
Struggling  in  the  night; 

Past  the  trenches,  past  the  bugles, 

Past  the  loud  drum-beat; 

He  hath  met  that  last  dread  foeman, 

All  earth’s  souls  must  meet. 

Son  of  Britain’s  mightiest  battles, 

Man  of  all  her  best; 

Iron  brain  of  serried  armies 
Conquering  east  and  west; 

All  of  England’s  cold,  undaunted, 

Calm  of  fiery  breast. 

Mourn  your  bugles,  drape  your  banners, 

He  hath  won  his  rest. 

Not  in  puerile  days  of  peace,  when 
Life  was  half  a lie, 

With  childish  dreams  that  wars  would  cease. 
Did  this  old  hero  die. 

But  lingered  on,  and  raised  his  voice 
In  warnings,  vain  but  bold; 

And  lived  to  meet  this  dread  event 
His  prophecies  foretold. 

Now  he’s  gone,  the  great,  the  dauntless, 

Cover  his  iron  face, — 

Act,  as  his  soul  would  have  acted, — 

Step  into  his  place; 

Carry  on  the  dreams  he  lived  for, — 

Let  no  cowardice  cow: — 

All  he  stood  for,  all  he  fought  for, 

All  he  died  for,  now. 

Mourned  by  all  an  Empire’s  sorrow. 

Honored  by  the  foe; 

In  this  pause  of  world-wide  carnage. 

Late,  we  lay  him  low. 

Lose  no  time  in  empty  grieving, — 

Act,  as  he’d  have  done: 

Seize  the  hour,  and  strike  for  Britain! 

Win!  as  he’d  have  won! 

And,  if  chance,  from  that  valhalla 
Of  the  warrior  soul, 

He  may  sense  this  dread  world-struggle 
Toward  its  final  goal;  — 

And  across  this  Armageddon, 

Sweep  your  conquering  tide:  — 

Britain’s  latest,  great  field-marshal 
Thunders  at  your  side. 


